LOVE AND  SUCCESS

extraordinary accession of friendship and tenderness
then, and, what again is curious, very little passion.
But there was also, in spite of the perplexities we
faced, an immense satisfaction about that day. It
was as if we had taken off something that had Vim-
dered our view of each other, like people who unvizard
to talk more easily at a masked ball.

I've had since to view our relations from the stand-
point of the ordinary observer. I find that vision in
the most preposterous contrast with all that really
went on between us. I suppose there I should figure
as a wicked seducer, while an unprotected girl suc-
cumbed to my fascinations. As a matter of fact, it
didn't occur to us that there was any personal in-
equality between us. I knew her for my equal men-
tally; in so many things she was beyond comparison
cleverer than I; her courage outwent mine. The
quick leap of her mind evoked a flash of joy in mine
like the response of an induction wire; her way of
thinking was like watching sunlight reflected from
little waves upon the side of a boat, it was so bright,
so mobile, so variously and easily true to its law. In
the back of our minds we both had a very definite
belief that making love is full of joyous, splendid,
tender, and exciting possibilities, and we had to dis-
cuss why we shouldn't be to the last degree lovers.

Now what I should like to print here, if it were
possible, in all the screaming emphasis of red ink, is
this: that the circumstances of my upbringing and
the circumstances of Isabel's upbringing had left not
a shadow of belief or feeling that the utmost passion-
ate love between us was in itself intrinsically wrong.
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